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WHAT HAPPENED AT CLAREMONT
1816-1818
a summer day in 1816 a new chapter opened in the
history of Claremont Park. The present house had been
built by Lord Clive on the site of an older building, but had
since changed hands several times, and was now to be the
Surrey home of Charlotte and Leopold. Solid and peaceful,
lit by the early light of this August morning, silent except for
the soft rustling of a fountain, Claremont and its garden stood
waiting for Charlotte to come and enact there another scene
of her life.
But this quietness of house and garden did not last for long.
A stage coach appeared, the horses scrambling up the sloping
drive towards the house, the coach laden with servants,
crammed with baggage and boxes. Gradually, servants and
baggage disappeared, one can imagine with what vociferation
and clatter, into the house, only to be followed by further
coach-loads; for several of the stage-coaches had this day been
pressed into the service of royalty. The day went on. Then
members of Charlotte's household began to arrive in carriages.
They too, mounted the steps, crossed the flagged portico with
its high pillars, and disappeared inside. Finally, towards the
end of the day, the most important carriage of all came bowling
along, and drew up at the steps.
Out popped Charlotte. "Well, thank Heaven I am here at
last!" she exclaimed.
From her uncle of York's house, Oatlands, she and Leopold
had gone on to Camelford House, in Park Lane* Now, peace-
ful Claremont with its oval black and white marble hall, its
rooms opening out each from the other, its garden, its lake, its
wooded island, was to prove the most sympathetic background
that could have been devised for that delicious exploration of
each other's personality that had begun so happily at Oat-
lands, and for which here they had such satisfactory leisure.
Never before had Charlotte's life been so drenched with
happiness. Up to the present she had, except for Caroline and
Mercer, been surrounded almost entirely by people who were
either dull, conventional, or hostile. Charlotte, pulsating
with ffaietv and erood humour, and with an individual point